ISABELLE'S MARRIAGE

- They were sparsely scattered over the vast gilded saloons and the
library, sleeping after their meal or, gathered in a bow-window, three
or four of them would whisper together like conspirators. From time to
time one of them would get up and walk with dragging step to fetch
an illustrated paper from a table and then go and sit down again. Or,
suddenly, a parade-ground voice would ring through the morgue to tell
a waiter to bring a cup of black coffee. But the comatose were un-
disturbed.

Nevertheless, when General de La Monnerie came in, they raised
their spectacles from their papers, marked their places in their books
with gouty fingers, and interrupted their plotting. They looked like
chair-keepers in a church when they see the new Child of Mary
arriving.

An old man with a beard, and a rosette the size of a two-shilling
piece, yellow eyes and shaking hands, came up to him.

"Well, my young friend?" he said.

His great campaign, the one that lingered most vividly in his recol-
lection, was the Italian one.

"I was just telling these friends," he went on, indicating the con-
spirators, "how on the evening of Solferino, MacMahon very nearly
fought a duel only a couple of yards away from the Emperor with the
commander of the Third Corps. I had had the honour of being his
aide de camp since Magenta ..."

"Hullo, La Monnerie!" cried a fat man with a blotched face and
hair cut en brosse.

"How are you, Colonel?" said General de La Monnerie.

The fat man put his great paw on the General's shoulder. His cheeks
swelled as he spoke and he breathed hard between his words.

"Excellent,.." he said, "he hasn't forgotten. Do you see, gentlemen,
... puff... this young man who does us all honour... You'll forgive
my referring to you like that... Well, it was I who taught him
strategy at the ficole de Guerre. And he hasn't forgotten. Excellent...
puff... excellent. And he always calls me 'Colonel'."

A thin rake of a man with dyed hair clicked his senile heels and
went off without uttering a word.

"Who was that?" asked General de La Monnerie.

"Mazury," replied the fat man. "Didn't you recognize him? He
was one of your contemporaries at the ficole, and another of my old
pupils... puff... but," he added, lowering his voice, "there was a
most unfortunate incident in Senegal: I'll tell you about it."

"Mazury! Well, really," La Monnerie murmured. "He looks
terrible!"

"You see, we all meet again. Life's like that... Supposing we played
a game of bridge, General?"

La Monnerie made his excuses and left as quickly as he could. No,
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